JIM : He picked her up at Paddirigion In a fog.

Very good judge, too.

MABEL : Shut up, Jim. When you talk like that

you make me positively sick.

JIM : Oh, all right !

DOLLY : Now then, you two !

[ There is an important knock at the door,
PHILIP : Hallo !
MABEL ; Now who's that ?
JIM : Don't make a noise.

[Enter ike maid EDITH.

EDITH : Mr. Rose! would like to see you, sir.
JIM : Lord !
MABEL : I say !

DOLLY : We'll be off-----

MABEL : No, no. We'll all go down together. Go
on, Jim. Ask him in.
JIM : Ask him to step In.

[EDITH goes out.
MABEL : The beast !
DOLLY : Is he----- ?

MABEL : No, that's all right, Dolly. . . . Now
don't you fbrget, Jim. Don't you sign anything.

JIM : It's all right, dear. Don't you worry.

[EDITH shows in MR. ROSEL. He is redly a
rather nasty piece of work. He is a fairly big man>
with a ginger moustache. He wears one of those dis-
gusting fumy, long, ox-tail-brown overcoats.

JIM : How are you ?

ROSEL : Fm sorry if I-----How are you, Mrs.

Barcaldine ?
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